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miles out of London, and the sun is
shining, and the train glides along with green
fields, hedges of Hawthorn, trees blossoming on
every side. England looks to be the huge
well-^ared-for farm of a Croesus. The absence
of much sunlight, so distressing to the American
in London, is an advantage now. True, the
country is an old country, and had been ploughed
and planted and harrowed for close on to a
thousand years before America was even dis-
covered. This gives the country-side a mellow-
ness and well-groomed look, and the vaporous
sunlight softens all the outlines, hides the harsh
features, and gives the landscape the dreamy,
far-away, misty loveliness of a mirage. Just
now the fields that are not brown, having been
turned up for sowing, are of a delicate green, aad
hundreds of sheep and lambs scurry about as
the train flies by. If I were an Englishman, it
aeems to me that I should grow positively thirsty
for this scene if I were long away from it. There
seem to be no angles; field melts into field, and
hedge into hedge, with here and there a ribbon of
road which seems to join rather than to separate
them. The houses, big and little, are all of
brick or stone and have the advantage of lending
their interstices to ivy and climbing roses, and
the oldfta they are the softer the color and out-